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WHO WANTS A MONKEY? 

BT CUERICOT. 

Dear Sir: —As I know that you have always a 
word of advice for those who need it, and a warm 
sympathy for the distressed, I venture to hope you 
will kindly help to extricate me from a difficulty 
in which I am at present placed by the generosity 
of a friend. A few weeks since, on a very hot 
afternoon, I was aroused from my usual daily 
siesta, by the intelligence that a box, containing a 
valuable present for me, had just arrived from the 
West Indjcs: and paying the rather large amount 
that was required for the freight and express ex¬ 
penses, I joyfully hastened down stairs to inspect 
it Imagine my consternation, when I saw a 
long narrow box, with slats nailed on one side, 
through which peeped the mischievous head of a 
little grey monkey! Now, sir, 1 am not a single 
lady of a certain age, and I do not like monkeys; 
nay, I will at once confess, that I have a peculiar 
aversion for them, and you may, therefore, ima¬ 
gine my vexation, which I am ashamed to say, 
vented itself in a burst of tears, though I re¬ 
tained sufficient self-possession not to tear my 
hair. The new arrival had been followed into the 
house by a crowd of ragged boys and girls, and 
dirty women, with forlorn-looking babies in their 
arms; and the animal, doubtless, thinking his wel¬ 
come very cordial, expressed his delight by grin¬ 
ning, chattering and cutting many antics around 
his contracted dwelling, thereby scattering about 
tomato skins, nut shells, orange peel, melon 
rinds, and other agrco%^lc fragments of former 
repasts. 

Excessively disgusted, I ordered him into the 
yard, and having, with some trouble, got rid of 
i the admiring spectators, I sat down calmly to 
S consider what course to pursue in this pressing 
j emergency, and, as a preliminary duty, opened and 
* read the letter received with the box. It contained 
. merely a few lines, stating that, having, with 
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some difficulty, procured me a monkey from South 
America, he hastened to forward it, thinking I 
should be pleased with such a curious pet, and 
begging me to write him by the return of the ves¬ 
sel whether “Beauty” had arrived safely. 

I could scarcely read the above with patience, 
and determined, forthwith, to indite him an an¬ 
swer of bitter reproaches; but the remembrance 
of the friendship be had evinced for me in trying 
times, prevailed, and I renounced the idea, though 
I could not prevent myselt' from secretly impugn¬ 
ing his motives for such a gift. 

“Why,” soliloquized 1, “why, if generously 
inclined, did he not send me a parquet, or a 
little lilac turtulica, or a tropiale? How pleased 
should I have been with one of the fairy dogs that 
never grow so large as a kitten, and are equally 
loving and playful; even a box of confitures, or a 
dozen flasks of preserves, would have been accept¬ 
able,—but a hateful monkey! Oh!” sighed I, 
“Heaven deliver me from my friends,” as Shaks- 
peare or somebody says, (I do not precisely recol¬ 
lect who, in my present state of nervous excita¬ 
bility.) 

I reverted to the first query, why did he send 
me the disagreeable animal! and suspicion whis¬ 
pered that he had found it very troublesome at 
home, and, as the shortest way of despatching 
it, had shipped it off to his dear American friend. 
I imagined him saying to his wife: 

“Well, Mimi, we’ve been intending for a long 
time to send Chericot some curiosities; why not 
get rid of this detestable monkey?” 

I could see his black slave, Jerard, fastening 
np the 8nariing little thing, and taking it to the 
vessel, while his master and mistress stood on 
the verandah, waving a joyful farewell to the de¬ 
parting torment; but as these reflections did not 
tend to improve my temper, I wisely banished 
them, and went down to the yard to look at my 
present, in the hope of becoming accustomed to 
him. 

I found there several of my neighbors, who had 
been attracted by the new comer, and who seemed 
as delighted with it as I was displeased, and made 
many suggestions about its diet, to which the 
monkey listened with more satisfaction than I did. 
One person said it must be fed daily with oranges, 
sugar, nuts, cakes and fruits of all kinds; that 
it could eat no other sort of food, and would die 
if deprived of it I thought on the many human 
beings who needed a crust of bread, and mentally 
resolved my monkey should not fare better than a 
Christian; but here another friend declared that 
the first thing to be provided was a new domicile 
and a chain, as the poor thing would die if kept 
in such close confinement. I assure you, sir, I 
am not naturally hard-hearted; indeed, it gives 
me pain to see any living thing suffer; but you 
may imagine the intcns^cid to which my milk ; 
of human kindness baiTOrued, when I contritely ■ 
acknowledge that I savagely determined, if the j 
monkey’s death would result from keeping him in ! 
that box, there he should stay. But how vain are t 
human calculations! I had not retired into the \ 
house many minutes, when my humane and olfi- j 
cious neighbor returned, with a clean barrel, j 
nicely prepared for the odious animal, who was j 
immediately installed therein, and daintily fed as : 


before suggested on oranges, nuts and sundry 
other delicacies. 

However, not to draw too largely on your sym¬ 
pathy, I will briefly say, that some days passed 
before I could sufficiently compose my feelings to 
consider the proper thing to be done in this im¬ 
minent crisis. I had serious thoughts of premedi- 
tatedly losing him; but though he was often libe¬ 
rated from confinement, he seemed to like the 
premises so well that he would not leave them; 
indeed, every one in the family became so attach¬ 
ed to the little monster that they carefully pre¬ 
vented any attempt on his part to escape. One 
eventful day, however, that Alice (our Irish ser¬ 
vant) had furtively released him, with the view of 
nursing “the darling craythur,” he sprung from 
her arms, and took that opportunity of exploring 
unknown regions, and making a tour through the 
house. Off darted “Beauty,” and off went 
Alice in pursuit, but he cunningly eluded all at¬ 
tempts to capture him, and listened, unmoved, to 
her coaxing petitions that he would return to the 
shelter of her arms. Up to the attics, down 
again to the chambers, through which ho made 
sundry excursions, playftilly poking his nose into 
every hole and corner, he at last approached tho 
room where I sat at my desk, faithfully chroni¬ 
cling the further adventures of Aunt Tabilha; and, 
leaping affectionately on my shoulder, caressingly 
threw his paws round my neck. I sprung up in 
agony, clutched my tormentor, and threw him 
violently from me;—he screamed—jumped on the 
table, whisked a bo tub of ink over the unfortu¬ 
nate Mrs. Higgins, destroyed a touching ode to 
the muse, of .Sensibility, and in his frenzy de¬ 
voured an Essay on Dietetics that had been sent 
me by a friend, and which I fear he will find to 
be very hard of digestion. Flying through the 
door, he rushed down stairs, examined everything 
in the parlor, leaving sundry scratches and de¬ 
facements on books and daguerreotypes, and as 
the panting Alice pursued him, he descended into 
the kitchen, alighting on the range; but probably, 
thinking it uncomfortably warm, he climbed the 
chimney, made his egress at the stove-pipe hole, 
and dexterously evading the servant’s out¬ 
stretched arms, entered the dining-room, and con¬ 
cealed himself on the supper table in the sooty 
apparel he brought from the chimney. Here, 
while comfortably regaling himself on hot but¬ 
tered toast and preserves, tie was, at last, caught. 
Do not fancy, sir, that I beheld all these accidents. 
I believe I fainted; but I recovered to desperate 
energy, and seizing a pen, indited the following 
letter to a friend: 

“Dear Sir: —I am indebted to you for so much 
kindness, which I have never been able to repay, 
that I have suffered acutely as a delicate mind 
must, when oppressed by the weight of obliga¬ 
tions it cannot return. Imagine, then, the plea¬ 
sure I feel in believing that I am at'last able to 
offer you a token of my gratitude in the shape of 
a valuable monkey. It is not only a curiosity, 
but it is the prettiest pet imaginable —so gentle, 
and so endearing, that I am sure you will soon, 
become aa much attached to it as I am; indeed, 
it is only in parting with it that I have discovered 
how dear it is to me; but, as I would not give 
you anything I did not particularly prize, I trust 
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that the reluctance with which I do so, will evi¬ 
dence that I consider this the only offering that 
could fully express the esteem and gratitude of 
“Truly yours, Cheek; or.” 

I scaled my letter, gave it and the monkey 
into the charge of a porter, and sat down with 
buoyant spirits and fine appetite to the relics of 
my supper, congratulating myself on having paid 
a debt and got rid of my tormentor at the same; 
time; -or in vulgar parlance on having “killed! 
two birds (my friend and the monkey) with onej 
stone.” Short lived, however, were my transports, j 
for in an hour my messenger returned with the : 
“plague of my life” and the following answer to j 
my epistle: 

“Mr Dear Friend:—I appreciate the delicacy 
which prompts you to return what you wrongly 
estimate as benefits on my part: but much as I 
admire the interesting animal you have sent me, j 
I would not for worlds deprive you of a pet which i 
you seem so highly to value. I should blame I 
myself were I to take advantage of the self-sacri- j 
firing spirit which animated you, when you so | 
amiably wished to express a gratitude that I ; 
really do not merit, and I hasten to assuage the j 
grief you must doubtess be suffering at parting j 
from your monkey, and, by promptly returning j 
him, convert your sorrow into smiles of joy. Ifj 
it is ever in my power to be of use to you, do not j 
hesitate to command me, and remember I can j 
never consent to receive any return for the trifling j 
services of Yours, respectfully, 

J. Jones.” 

If my correspondent could hava seen the face j 
that met my view in the opposite mirror, as I j 
raised my head after perusing his letter, I fancy i 
he would have beheld frowns instead of the smiles 
he had anticipated; but I will only say, that Ij 
ordered the grinning little beast down stairs so i 
that I might not be tempted to tear him in pieces, j 
and retiring to my bed, passed a sleepless night j 
in a vain attempt to discover a way out of my j 
perplexities. The fruit of my cogitations was a j 
resolve to make another attempt to dispose of. 
“Beauty,” by presenting him to a lady of my ! 
acquaintance, the mother of a large family of 
spoiled children, who were very fit associates for 
my monkgv. I sent him to her accordingly, 
after breakfast, and was more cautious this time 
in expressing my affection for him: 

“Mr dear Madam: — 1 have just received a 
valuable and curious monkey from the West In¬ 
dies, and as I have no place to keep him in with¬ 
out confining him too much, I send him to you, 
begging you to accept him as a present for your 
very interesting children. He is the most gentle 
of his species—so winning in his ways, and so 
harmless, that your dear little cherubs may play 
with him with impunity. I trust he wilt be the 
source of many a happy hour to them and of con¬ 
sequent pleasure to you. Give my regards to Mr. 
Smith, and be sure to kiss all your precious dar-: 
lings for Yours, truly, Cherjcot.” 

The porter shortly returned with a message of; 
thanks, giving me the consolatory assurance that j 
the family appeared delighted with their new ac- j 
quisition; and now, what a load was removed : 
from my oppressed bosom! How gaily I set * 


; about repairing the monkey’s misdemeanors: in 
1 what spirits I re-indited my account of Mrs. 
| Tabitha's doings in her New Home, and how 
I sweetly I slept that night, you can imagine better 
j than I can describe. 

j But I was rudely awakened from my peaceful 
slumbers early the following morning by Alice, 
who handed me a letter, saying— 

“Sure, the craythur’s like a bad penny—he’s 
come back again.” 

I opened the missive with trembling hands, 
and a palpitating heart, and read as follows:— 

“I have hitherto considered you a friend, and in 
the belief of your affection for me and mine, have 
lavished on you the tenderness of a confiding 
heart. How you have repaid that trust, let your 
conscience answer if it be not deaf to the loud 
thunders of accusing friendship, which demands 
in accents not to be misunderstood, why did you 
send me that monkey? 

“When your treacherous letter and equally 
treacherous present were handed me, I hailed 
them with pleasure as new proofs of your love. 
I considered them delightful evidences of that 
tender intercourse of soul, that congeniality of 
mind and attainments that had hitherto united 
us in the lasting bonds of enduring unanimity. 
While my innocent babes danced eagerly round 
the new comer, I sat in a delicious reverie, 
apostrophising you as the friend of my soul. I 
recalled the blissful period, 

When we grew together, 

Like to a doable cherry, seeming parted; 

and now, false friend, if we are parted forever— 
blame your monkey for it! If I supposed you 
undcsignedly injured me, I would forgive it and 
restore my confidence to you, but circumstances 
too plainly prove what Mr. Smith and myself 
have for sometime suspected, your intense hatred 
of my defenceless family. The very last day we 
spent at your house, I could not help remarking 
the impatience with which you regarded their 
playful gambols, and your malignant looks when 
my noble George Washington broke the lamp 
and upset the oil on the carpet. Could you not 
have vented your malice on me and spared my 
precious infants! 

. “But listen to the detail of the suffering you 
have inflicted, and if you have any feeling or any 
tears to shed—prepare than now. Mr. bmith, to 
please our darlings, released the odious thing 
from the cruel confinement in which you had kept 
it, and tying it with a rope under the shed in the 
yard, our compassionate children immediately be¬ 
gan to feed it. I am sure you must have starved 
the poor creature, for never did I see such an ap¬ 
petite. Tomatoes, peaches, oranges, water¬ 
melons, nuts and cakes, went down its throat in 
such rapid succession that at last the nasty beast 
could not move. It continued in a state of tor¬ 
por until after tea, wB my timid fawn, Rosa 
Matilda, playfully poking a stick in its eye, the 
little wretch jumped up, broke its string, rushed 
at her and bit her cheek till the blood streamed 
down her neck. While I bathed the gory wounds 
with my tears and some arnica, every one pur¬ 
sued the infuriated animal; and Zachary Taylor, 
bravely attacking it in the rear, caught hold of 
its tail, but it fiercely bit his poor little finger 
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and dashed into the house, where it whisped its! 
. paw into William Henry Harrison’s eye, swel- j 
ling it shut, and making it so black and blue that j 
he really is not fit to be seen. As for Winfield; 
Soott, notwithstanding he retreated to the pantry j 
and entrenched himself behind the butter tub, the j 
monkey laid in ambush, and the minute the poor 
child lifted his head, left scarcely a lock of hair j 
on it; indeed, he looks as if he had been scalped.; 
My cap was snatched off and torn to pieces, and j 
when he had demolished that, he flew at poor , 
Mr. Smith, clutched his wig, threw it into the j 
kitchen fire, and literally covered his bald head ; 
with scratches. 

“My dear, witty, little Charles Dickens says it 
looks for all the world like the globe with ever so 
many lines of latitude and longitude on it, and j 
shows that his pa has passed the meridian of; 
his life. We have only just caught the animal j 
after two hours of riot and destruction, that I 
cannot pretend to describe. My looking-glasses, 
in particular, Mr. Smith thinks you ought to pay 
for; but I don’t suppose you have feeling enough 
for that, so I will just add 1 have done with you 
for £ver: and here’s your monkey back again; 
and if you don't feel remorse when you read this, 
come and see for yourself that what Scott says is 
true: 

11 ‘No spectre can the charnel send, 

8o dreadful as an figured friend.’ 

For I may say, that inside and outside we are no¬ 
thing but injuries. Mr. Smith joins me in hoping 

S ou may never know what peace is any more, 
ut I don’t suppose you care what we think. 

“Fanny Smith.” 

Now, Mr. Editor, I declare to you that the 
lady, who wrote the above letter, never was an 
intimate friend of mine; that we had been ac¬ 
quainted but a short time, and that I was as in¬ 
nocent of any regard for her as I was of malice 
prepense toward her children. You will perceive 
a strange discrepancy in her style, which varies 
from injured eloquence to coarse vulgarity; and 
as it is a fair sample of her conversation, you 
may imagine how probable it was that 7, who 
have a soul which soars above the meaner things 
of earth, coiild have been linked with her in the 
ties of friehdship. Dear little “Beauty,” I could 
almost love you for the good taste you have shown 
in disliking that horrid woman! 

When I recovered my temper, which was not 
for a day or two, I immediately began to consider 
about giving the monkey his credentials, and 
sending him again on his travels; and fortunately 
recollecting that a (air, frivolous, young lady, of 
. my acquaintance, who had a passion for pets, had 
formerly expressed a wish for one, I thought my¬ 
self tolerably secure, in sending “Beauty” to her, 
of never seeing him again. Alas! how vain were 
my hopes—but I will nq^nticipate. 

“Dearest Orianwa^W have often heard yon 
wish for s monkey, and I am supremely happy to 
contribute to your enjoyment, by sending yon 
one I have just received. I have had some diffi¬ 
culty in preserving it for you, so many of my 
friends coveted it; but as I destined it for you, 
my fondest and fairest, I resisted all petitions. 
Our mutual friend, Mrs. Smith, is quite offended 
at me about it; but I shall not care, if yoa are 


pleased, which I am sure you must be with such 
an engaging pet. Au revoir. Chbricot.” 

Two days, a week, elapsed, and as I heard no¬ 
thing of “Beauty,” I began to consider him as 
among the things that were; but, as usual, like 
uncurrent coin, or a counterfeit note, he would 
not pass, hut invariably came back to me. The 
gentle Orianna’s rose-scented billet will explain 
the difficulty. 

“Friend op Mr Heart: —It grieves me to the 
soul to send you back the darling fellow; but pa, 
like Fate, is inexorable, and I am forced to sub¬ 
mit to his decrees. You will readily conceive my 
anguish at parting with him, for he was not only 
inestimable as a token of your affection, but is, 
besides, the dearest little love of a creature I ever 
beheld. I was so delighted to get him, and had 
such pleasure in working for him. I never looked 
at my canary, nor spoke to Fiddle, while he was 
in the house; but, alas! those days of happiness 
are fled for ever, and I am left in solitude to sigh. 
You maj' imagine how I loved him, when I tell 
you, that, with the exception of the whiskers and 
moustache, he was the exact image of dear Ilairy 
Harumscarum, (who, I suppose you know, has 
deserted me for that vile California.) 

“I had a sweet, blue cashmere mantle made 
for him (the monkey, not Harry), tied with 
charming cherry colored rosettes; also, a pink, 
bound with white satin, and an orange, with 
lilac fringe; a velvet cap, with gold tassel, com¬ 
pleted his costume, in which he did, indeed* look 
irresistible. Ah! poor, little fellow! I shall 
never admire you again, as I have done, dancing 
with delight at your finery; for, my dear, he was 
just as much pleased with dress as any man I 
ever saw. Pa was absent, at New Y’ork, until 
vi stir lay, and, when he returned, began, as I 
had expected, to grumble at and abuse the sweet 
fe llow: but I do think matters would not have 
come to an extremity, had not dear “Beauty” 
injudiciously jumped out of my arms, as we sat 
at table, and knocked a cup of scalding hot tea 
down pa’s bosom; the immediate consequence of 
which was, that he swore shockingly, and ordered 
me to send him instantly out of the house. This 
command I obeyed with many tears, and feeling 
reluoumt to hurt your feelings by returning him 
to you, I sent him, with a friendly message, to 
Mrs. Smith, who, you intimated in your note, 
was anxious to have him- Imagine my dismay 
at his being sent back, with such a letter. Oh! 
toy dear, you never saw anything like it, and -I 
can’t pretend to tell you all that was in it;—she 
accuses poor, innocent me of having leagued with 
you to add insult to injury, and says she hopes 
neither of us will ever darken her doors again. 
Of course, we won’t; but do explain to me what 
she means? Je vous embrasse tendrement. 

“Orianna. 

“P. S.—I am forced, as you perceive, to return 
the monkey, but I shall often call to see him; in¬ 
deed, if you do not object, I should like to have 
his daguerreotype, as, in the hurry of departure, 
dear Harry forgot to leave me his, and they are 
so much alike. ” , 

As usual with people in distress, I have many 
[ friends to give me advice, but there is no one 
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g enerous enough to take my monkey: in fact, ho 
as given me so much trouble that I am resolved I 
to sell him, and get paid for it; but here, again, j 
is a difficulty—no one will have him as a gift, no 
one will steal him, no one will buy him. 

One gentleman says he would be glad to have i 
him—but he once owned a monkey, for whom he j 

£ aid ten dollars, and the first time he left the | 
ouse, his wife traded the animal off to a Jew for j 
a common red bird, paying him a dollar and a | 
half to boot, so he don’t like to put another such j 
expensive speculation in her way. 

I should like to know the value of my monkey; j 
but, that, like everything else concerning him, is J 
a mystery. One person says he is worth twelve: 
dollars; a socond tells me two is too much for 
him; a third advises me to get rid of him on any 
terms, and a fourth bids me to let him run. I 
turn in despair to the newspapers, and the prices 
current tells me that ashes have a tendency up¬ 
wards, that molasses is firm, cotton shaky, to¬ 
bacco in demand, while common salt is rated 
heavy. I even see Scotch pigs mentioned (which 
I am told refers to iron); but there is nothing 
said about monkeys. In fact, a friend assures me 
that the market is glutted. He asserts they are 
to be seen for nothing, in any quantity, parading 
Chestnut street at fashionable hours, twirling 
their cancs, and gazing impertinently at the belles 
who pass them. 

But my monkey, sir, is not like those; he really 
is an uncommon monkey. Notwithstanding all 
the abuse that Mrs. Smith and Orianna'B pa have 
lavished on him, I solemnly assure you he is a 
most desirable acquisition to any family circlo. 
When you caressingly smooth his soft grey fur, 
you are rewarded by a smile that displays two 
rows of seed pearls, and his bright hazel eyes 
beam gratitude on you, while his long, feathery 
tail twines caressingly round your arm. Indeed, 
sir, if you can persuade anybody to purchase 
him, they will never repent it. I would adver¬ 
tise him, but that malicious Mrs. Smith takes 
the Ledger, and I am sure she would slander him, 
so that no one would like to have him. So, if 
you have any friend who answers to the descrip¬ 
tion of the old proverb, “A fool and his money 
is soon parted , ,f ask him to 

But Mt Mokut. 
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THE END OF BEAUTY; 

OR, 

A SEQUEL TO “WHO WANTS A MONKEY?” 

BT CUERICOT. 

Mr. Editor—Dhar Sm: As you have ex¬ 
pressed an interest in the fate of Beauty, I had 
taken some pains to inform myself of his adven¬ 
tures after be had left me, which he did a few 
days subsequent to his tender parting with the 
fair Orianna. You may remember that I de¬ 
tailed, at length, my perplexities on his aocount, 
and appealed to your sympathy for relief, trust¬ 
ing that you might possibly have some dear, 
good-natured friend, who, more kind than wise, 
would ease me of my burden by assuming it him¬ 
self; but, alas! disinterested benevolence is not a 
fashionable virtue in these modern times, and as 
days wore on without any demand for Beauty, I 
began to despair. 

“Is it not incredible,” soliloquised I, “that no 
one should fancy my monkey? Is he not,' as the 
gentle Orianna confessed, the type of a class in 
which the fair sex delight? A monkey of parts 
and accomplishments, fond of the ladies (for with 
a fine, discriminating taste, Beauty adores them , 
while he will not suffer a man to touch him,) if 
he be not wise and witty, can he not cut capers 
like any beau, and in grace and agility excel 
them all ? Is he not a monkey who has seen the 
world, and, unlike vour travelled gentleman, who 
wearies you with long stories, never a ‘tale un¬ 
folds;’ but, when questioned of bis adventures, 
modestly remains mute or playfully suspending 
himself to the bars of his cage, insinuates in 
deeds, if not in words, that ‘thereby hangs a 
tail.’ ” 

And thus my weary thoughts, day after day, 
were occupied with Beauty. Sometimes, I en¬ 
deavored to divert my mind, by fancying his in¬ 
fancy and youth in the forests of South America, 
where, with troops of his fellow monkeys, he 
sported in the colossal trees covered with splen¬ 
did flowering vines, now playfully hiding among 
the rose-colored foliage of the sapuyaca, and anon 
springing to the feathery summit of the towering 
palm, while gay butterflies, gorgeous in hue as 
the flowers on which they fluttered, birds bril¬ 
liant in plumage and shrill in notes, and myriads 
of insects, glittering like jewels around him, 
filled the air with beauty. I imagined the grief 
with which he was borne from these scenes a pri¬ 
soner to the island—bis surprise at the novelties 
there encountered, his delighted reception of the 
caresses of the fair Creoles, whose soft, dark 
eyes beamed tenderly; while with sweet voices 
and pearly smiles, they lavished on him those en¬ 
dearing epithets which drop so musically from 
their coral lips, that one would fain be a monkey 
to be so cherished. I beheld him, again, caged 
in his narrow box, and snatched from blooming 
groves and charming damsels, to be consigned to 
the deck of a trading schooner, where, amid piles 
of logwood and goat-skins, he passed the weary 
days, tormented by the sailors, and longing in 
vain for the endearments he had lost I saw him 
as, leaving the tropics, he bade farewell to the 
glorious radiance of southern skies, and the con-; 


stellations under which he was born, and gradu¬ 
ally emerged into the cold, northern clime, where 
he was destined to live among strangers, mid 
finally die a broken-hearted exile. 

“Pshaw!” I hear some one exclaim, “you for¬ 
ge t y ou are talking about a monkey!” 

Well, sir, or madam, if he be a monkey, I sup¬ 
pose he has feelings. 

“Allow that he has; what do you know about 
them?” 

Nothing, I confess, so I will trouble you no 
more with my waking surmises, but proceed to 
relate a dream which perhaps you will consider 
quite as unreasonable. 

I fancied that, as usual, I was haunted with 
impossible devices for disposing of Beauty, when 
it suddenly occurred to me that in some parts of 
South America monkeys are considered edible, 
whereupon I immediately resolved that as I could 
do nothing else with the poor animal, I would eat 
him. I had no compunctious visitings of con¬ 
science about the cruelty of the act, nor did I 
stop to reflect that if Lord Monboddo’s theory of 
men being originally monkeys, were true, I 
might, cannibal-like, devour one of my ances¬ 
tors, but ruthlessly ordered his destruction, saw 
him scientifically cooked a la mode, and was pre¬ 
paring to dine on him, when there was a ring at 
the bell, and the servant ushered in a common- 
looking man, who said, 

“I’ve oome to buy your monke'v.” 

I pointed despairingly to the table, endeavored 
to articulate—“ There he it!" And awoke my¬ 
self with sobbing to find it but a dream. 

But you want to know what really became of 
Beauty. 

I have a friend, and such a friend; but, Mr. 
Editor, I will not dilate on her virtues, lest you 
should envy me such a treasure. Suffice it is to 
say, that this charming person, attracted by the 
fame of Beauty, and his doings, came one night with 
her husband to see him; and, after listening to my 
disinterested eulogium on his docility and good 
qualities, (I had not the courage to oonfess his bad 
ones), acknowledged that she had been longing for 
a pet of some kind, and if she were not afraid of 
monkeys, would really like to own him. I assured 
her of his barmlessness, had his box brought in, 
and himself set free; and, indeed, sir, if ne had 
been aware of the importance of conciliating her, 
he could not have displayed himself to more ad¬ 
vantage. lie received her advances with a gra¬ 
cious smile that disclosed his pearls, threw all the 
tenderness of his nature into nis soft, dark eyes, 
and laid his black paw in her white hand with a 
grace which so favorably impressed her; that, 
though true to his instincts, he did snarl terribly 
when her husband approached him, she resolved 
to have him on trial for two weeks, and if be 
continued as docile as be appeared, to keep him 
altogether. 

Accordingly, the next night, she sent a ser¬ 
vant with a chain, to take him to his new home; 
and I am sure I shall never forget the disturb¬ 
ance that ensued. It was only after incredible 
efforts and a heroic resistance on his part, that he 
was captured and chained; and many honorable 
scars were received by the parties concerned in 
the conflict. I stood at the door, looking after him, 
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as he was carried, howling like an Indian, down ; “Perhaps,” insinuated I, gently, “evil conuau- 
the dark and rainy streets, expecting each mo- 1 nications nave corrupted his good manners; for. 
ment to see the police start forward to his rescue;! really, his behaviour was unexceptionable while 
but, I suppose, those guardians of the public j he was with me.” 

peace thought it was nothing but a firemen’s riot, j “Why then were you so anxious to part with 
as they did not make their appearance, for I j him?” asked my friend, coolly, 
heard, subsequently, that he reached his new ; Really, Mr. Editor, I did not know what to 
friends without interruption. say; and observing my confusion, Julia good-oa- 

I am of a very sociable disposition, and par- j turedly resumed— 
ticularly intimate with Beauty's new mistress, i “We do not, however, intend to send him hade 
yet, for reasons not worth mentioning, I really j to you, but will endeavor to part with him, if poa> 
could not for a long time make it convenient to | sible, to advantage.” 

visit her; but, at last, my evil genius, in the j I thanked her eagerly, and then informing bar 
shape of curiosity, induced me to pass her resi- that I intended going to the oountry the following 
dencc, and I was accosted by her little son, who I day, to remain some weeks, I begged her to let 
was amusing himself on the pavement with his j me hear from her, which she readily promised, 
velocipede, but suddenly checked bis movements, j and with a tender embrace, we parted, and I went 
when he saw me, to exclaim— i on my way, rejoicing that I was likely to be no 

“Oh! what a wicked monkey you sent my mo- j more troubled with Beauty, 
ther. She’s been out all day trying to get some- Some time bad elapsed, when, one day on my 
bodvto have him, and nobody won’t.” | return from a walk, a young cousin handed me a 

“What has the poor little fellow done?” asked j letter he had just received with several others 
I, innocently. j that had been enclosed in the same packet. I 

“Just you go in and see my mother, and she’ll I transcribe it verbatim, ad literatim, for your be¬ 
fell you what he’s been and done.” j nefit, and hope you may decypher it more aasily 

Now I really did not want to face either my > than I did; 
friend or Beauty just then; but what could I do? j “Desk Jim —Mv ant told my mother to tel me 
The young gentleman insisted that his mother : to tel you to tel C’hericot what shines that mun- 
wished to see me; bo, assuming as virtuous and | kys bin a cutin up my ants tuk to her bed kwite 
unconscious an air as possible, I entered the : exorsted and my mother says if she dont get beter 
house. But I need not have feared to meet dear ; she wont never Beleeve but butys bin the deth of 
Julia, who was just as friendly as if she had ' her wich is the Reson she cant rite herself tother 
never seen my monkey, and began with much j Day wen it was rainin Kats and Dogs be got out 
humor to detail his exploits. of bis box and skeeted over the wall into the next 

“In the first place,” said she, “while we kept ! Hows ware mis prim lives you no her jim that 
him chained, he was perfectly furious and un-: cros old made that was so mad at us Last Sumer 
manageable, and as be will not let a man touch | wen we was a shyin stix at her lap Dog and 
him, we were not a little puzzled how to set him j Broke her winder you remem bur she sent wurd 
free: but, at last the cook managed to do it, and ! to ant that She wished wen she was a lernin her 
then you should have seen him! He flew up ! Yung Idees how to shute Rhe woodent let em ame 
stairs, amusing himself on the way with tearing ; at thare naburs pains wel that wasent nuthin to 
the paper off the wall; but we hastily followed, j the Fus this Time I tel you she sed if ant Dident 
and, as he entered the children's play-room, lock-: cum and take the littel Retch away shed ring its 
ed the door, and kept him a prisoner for the j neck wich unkil sed was no use as bein Ring 
night, intending to put him in his house the next j taled was enuf for 1 munky unkil coodent go for 
morning. This happened to be Sunday, and : it or me neether causse it wont Let anny of our 
Beauty was forgotten until we bad returned from ; Sect cum nere It and the Cook sed she woodent 
church, when the cook and myself went to liberate j touch it with a Pare of Tongs and the Cbame- 
him. We found him tranquilly perched on a ! burmade sed she cairn To make Beds and not To 
sofa, doubtless reposing from his labors, of which : mind munkys so the weytur and ant had to go 
there was plain evidence in the demolished toys j out and se wat they cood do thare was a grate 
and torn books which made the floor look like I Skweeling and Skwurling and mis prim chaste it 
Giant Despair’s castle courtyard; but this was i out of The windur with a Brumes tic and it got 
nothing to the fancy he had taken to enact the ] on the arbur ware it stude 2 hours and a 4 stulin 
part or an amateur artist. A box of paints had ! down Grapes Just as if it was me or you and ant 
been unfortunately left in his way, and disclaim- i stade out in the rane watchin it for fear cherioot 
ing, in bis enthusiasm, the use of brushes, he wood be mad if it got away wel the weytur she 
had merely dipped the colors in water, and deoo- held out her anus and kept a skremin -ar putty 
rated the walls, the doors, the mantel-piece and Buty cum to me wont you cum putty feller’ but 
the windows with parti-colored streaks, that had twasent no use he woodent even luke at her wich 
certainly a startling effect.” j twixet me and you and the Post wasent no wun- 

Hcre Julia paused to take breath, and after due ! der for shese Ugly as mud then ant she baiged 
exclamations of surprise and horror, I ventured ‘ and koxed and dun all but evry thing But the 
to express a hope that Beauty had subsequently i more She cauled the more he woodent cum so all 
conducted himself with more propriety. J thare goings on Went for nuthin til ant sent and 

“Not at all, I am sorry to say,” answered she, | bawt some melases Kandy and put it on his Box 
“and I must admit that after your representations and he flu at it and just tuk it as natral as me or 
of his docility, I was much astonished to find him | you and wile his Pause ware all sticky the gurl 
such a torment.” j caut him and put him in his Howse not withowt 
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2 or 3 dozen skars wich makes her more of a! not appreciate the mischief you have caused by 
Skarcrow than ewer and ant as I sed before Has; your choice of a pet I pity your infirmity, and, 
tuk to her Bed with Shivrins and Shakins wich is | if being unable to get a husband you must have 


part the munky and part the Kane but the wurst j 
nas got to cum yet 2 or 3 days after awl this the ■ 
feller went off ogane and got tother sido of ant at j 
rar crosscuts a talor that Unkil scs has a strange j 
Bias tords Birds and other insex wich he gives ; 
the run of his Uowse wel he had a putty wood-! 
duck for a Pet and kept a grate Big Tub in the ; 
yard for it to swim in and as Luck wood have it j 
it was just a splashin in the warter wen buty got j 
tbare and he tuk it by the Hed and held it under j 
til he drownded it, as Ded as a Dorenale and then ; 
he went in the Ilowse and did all sorts of mischif j 
and nr crosscut thought the munky mis prims i 
and he had it ketcht and sent it to Her with a j 
dredful letter wich she sent to ant with anuthur 
drcdful one wich made her jump up in Bed as if; 
she was a rose between 2 thorns so she sent ant | 
wurd that shede turned the munky strate out of j 
Dores and if she cared for it shede beturluke For; 
it wich wurried ant auful, so off went me and the \ 
weytur and we goes up one ally and down an-! 
uther and at last we found it at a Kulored pur-1 
sons eatin tea with the famully it was sitin atj 
the tabel in a high chare alongside the baby and; 
i declare jim you coodont tell ern apart speshully j 
the munky wel we got it back agane and ant ses \ 
you musent mind for every thing is fixed now and ] 
the Porter at unkils store is to cum tomorrow and; 
take him he ses he wil raffel him ant sends her; 
luv and the Letters and i send my luv to anny- j 
body that wants it so no more from your 

“Dear Jos. J 

“posekrip ive bin 5 dais and 6 nites ritin 
this letter and now My Mother ses its only j 
fit to put in the fire wich is a bumin shame ; 
and my Farther ses it Shows the Skuleinaster is > 
abroad i only wish he was thats awl fine times 
wede have then woodent We jim. 

“posekrip number 2 unkil scs I musent mind for 
vrimen dont no every thing wich is true for him for 
i dont think My muthcr cood play marbles to save 
herself and scs she thinks ive made a good Story 
of it and she guesses butys the only Munky that I 
ever adorned a Tail.” 

The next letter was Mr. Crosscuts’ missive to 
Miss Prim: 

“Madam —One nuisance in a neighborhood is 
sufficient: it is bad enough to be troubled by an 
old maid, without being haunted by her monkey, j 
and it is my duty plainly to tell you, that if you J 
do not in future keep the animal within bounds, I; 
shall lay my complaint before the Mayor. You I 
may be thankful that you ire not at present [ 
mulcted in heavy damages for the mischief that j 
beast has done in my premises, and the irrepara-! 
ble injury he has indicted on my feelings as an 
ornithologist, an entomologist and a man. Your; 
monkey, madam, has drowned a favorite duck,j 
knocked down a case of rare and valuable birds; 
which I had stuffed with much care as a present : 
to the Academy of Natural Sciences, denuded 
them of their feathers, and, in short, completely 
destroyed them; he then finished by devouring an 
immense collection of insects that I passed the ; 
greater part of last summer catching and im- . 
poling; bat you are a woman, madam, and can- ; 


a monkey, why, madam, respect my warning, 
and keep him at borne. 

“Cbossma.v Crosscuts.” 

No. 3 was the letter from Miss Prim, elicited 
by this outrageous assault on her feelings and 
dignity. 

“Miss Prim's compliments to Mrs. Thompson, 
and sends her a most insulting letter, just re¬ 
ceived from Mr. Crosscut, who took the liberty 
to infer that Mrs. T.’s monkey belonged to Miss 
P.; a gratuitous impertinence for which Miss P. 
expects satisfaction, not only from the male per¬ 
son referred to, but also from Mrs. T. As it is 
due to Miss P.’s self-respect to hold no imme¬ 
diate communication with the writer of the ac¬ 
companying attack on her feminine sensibilities, 
she considers it Mrs. T.’s duty, as the origin of 
the obloquy, to be the medium of conveying her 
sentiments to that individual on his unmanly, 
cruel, vicious, contemptible, aggravated attack on 
Miss P.’s untainted fame. Miss P. begs Mrs. T. 
to inform Mr. C. that be had better mind his own 
affairs, as Miss P. is perfectly competent to take 
care of herself without his interference. Miss P. 
also entreats Mrs. T. to assure that low person, 
that she scorns his reflection on her years and in¬ 
firmities, that all the world knows, and Miss P. 
could prove by the family Bible, if it were not 
mislaid, that she is not yet thirty years old; but 
Miss P. excuses Mr. C.'s loss of memory on ac¬ 
count of his age. Miss P. further requests Mrs. 
T. to tell Mr. 0., that her adherence to a single 
life and her steadfast refusal of numerous offers, 
has caused a larger addition to the bills of mor¬ 
tality than Miss P. 's tender heart can bear to re¬ 
flect on, while, at the same time. Miss P. cannot 
attribute Mr. C.’s bachelorhood to any motive 
but one. Miss P. fears in hts case ‘the grapes 
were sour.’ Miss P. would remind Mr. C. tnat 
there is such a thing as damages for a libel, and 
she would also ask him if he is in want of a cha¬ 
racter why it is necessary to take hers? In con¬ 
clusion, Miss P. hopes Mrs. T. will reflect on her 
duties as a neighbor, and carefully guard against 
future annoyance to Miss P., either by the mon¬ 
key or the man.” 

You may imagine, Mr. Editor, the remorse and 
horror I felt at the sufferings of my dear friend. 
Indeed, I had no peace of mind until I seized a 
pen, and contritely acknowledged my sorrow for 
having thrown her on a dilemma with so many 
horns to it; but, ever amiable, she hastened to 
soothe my anxieties by the following billet: 

“Dkab Cherkxw —I regret you should have 
been so much distressed by the little contretemps 
occasioned by Beauty, and hope you will see in 
them, as I do, only food for mirth, especially as 
the poor fellow is not likely to trouble either of 
us again. Before telling you how this desirable 
consummation has been achieved, I must assure 
you that I only suffered Master Joe's version of 
affairs to reach you as matter of amusement. I 
know the hearty laugh caused by his handwri¬ 
ting, orthography, and grammar, was quite as 
effectual as homoeopathy in curing me. But 
revtnous a nos moutons, or rather to our monkey. 
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I’ve told you that wo happily secured and do-. 
spatched him to the offioe, where, I am sorry to \ 
say, he behaved no better than he should do; in ! 


house, among whose contents he performed a! 
series of fancy dances with such dexterity, as to j 
elude his pursuers, without damaging the crock¬ 
ery; from thence he fled to a druggist's, opposite ! 
the office, who was fortunately a friend of Mr. j 
Thompson’s, or I do not know what might have j 
been the consequence. This gentleman assuredI 
him that Beauty made more chemical combina- ’ 
tions in hiB shop than he quite approved, for, be-1 
fore he was caught, sudorifics and soporifics, eme- : 
tics and demulcents, alkalies and adds, were! 


mixed together in sad confusion; but with much ' 
trouble he was finally recovered, and the porter : 
having, with infinite difficulty, got some of his 
friends to subscribe to a raffle, Beauty’s des¬ 
tiny will be determined next Saturday night, by 
which time we hope to see you. 

“Your affectionate Julia.” 

And now, Bir, I will only add, that the raffle 
took place at the appointed time, and my monkey 
was consigned to trie barkeeper of a small tavern 
on the outskirts of the rity, where. I am told, he! 
lives in a wire cage five feet high, and, totally! 
forgetting his good-hreeding and the high estate; 
from which he is fsllen, has taken to drinking { 
gin and smoking segare. Alas! I fear Beauty is : 
not the only beau, who, beginning the world as a 1 
pot of the ladies, has ended his career in the bar- j 
room. | 

I do not tell you what were the proceeds re¬ 
sulting from his disposal, lest some might think 
them too much, and others too little; but the! 


satisfactory consequence for me is, that I have j 
forever done with Beauty, while you and your j 
readers will doubtless rejoice that here ends'this , 

long TALB Or A MOXEJSY. 



